Wolfs Hour: Carnal 
Apparition Poems 




#555 

Wood-floored bar on Rue St. Catharine — 
you danced, I sat, soused as Herod, 
sipped vodka tonic, endless bland 
medley belting out of the jukebox — 
you smiling, I occupied keeping you happy, 
un-frazzled — suddenly sounds behind us, 
the bar wasn't crowded & a patron 
(rakish, whisker-flecked big mouth) 
lifted a forefinger at beer-bellied 
bartender bitching back, soon a real 
fight, violence in quiet midnight, 
I, scared, got you out of there 

but you had to dance, you said, 

had to dance so we paved Plateau, tense steps, 

found nothing, you started crying & stamping 

your feet like a child, I grabbed you & dragged 

you back to our room you stripped, curled 

into fetal position, beat your fists against 

the mattress, in this way you danced 

through the night, dozed & woke ready for more- 



#1473 

Passages that shudder between 
blackness between legs between 
what moves (taps head) between 
us like this (taps head again) hints 
she may not be the animal bride I'm 
looking for (by this I mean seed carrier, 
not the same as mother-for-kids, almost), 
what's between what used to be between 

us, what now is, is between her, others who 
have more claim to be animal brides, but she's 
here, that's the key, here now, actually, which may 
be all that matters, if to matter is to lie back, legs 
apart, between being, becoming, moving, removing 
all barriers, fences, boundaries, expenses to move again. 



#1328 



The girl on the trolley 
had pitch black hair, 
eyes to match, I got 
her vibes instantly — 

so, what do we 

want to do? Do 

we want to do 

this? Is it OK? 
took her back here 
took her clothes off 
took her not gendy 

I'll never take the 34 again- 



#1327 



She said, you want Sister 
Lovers, you son of a bitch, 
pouted on a beige couch in 
Plastic City, I said, I want 
Sister Lovers, but I'm not 
a son of a bitch, and I can 
prove it (I drooled slighdy), 
took it out and we made 
such spectacular love that 
the couch turned blue from 
our intensity, but I had to 
wear a mask because I'd 
been warned that this girl 
was, herself, a son of a bitch — 



#1546 



What a tussle it was, I 
could only see her eyes, 
tiny bits of red above, 
stark, blank blueness, I 
felt animal fear between 
us, but a poltergeist was 
pushing our bodies into 
one another, dead flesh 
inhabited by spirits, for 
the time nothing came 
from our mouths, dead 
liveliness, deep into the 
wolfs hour this went on- 
our eyes couldn't close. 



#512 



as if I would strike you, 
as if I, myself, were pushing 
your face away, fists livid 
against yr soft, wasp-y cheeks, 
in some other world my parts 
bear nectar, my hands clasp 
your own like wonted shelter, 
in some other dream your 
eyes don't freeze but melt, 
sugar cubes smashed by light. 



#1557 



Since you are a scorpion 
that stings herself to death, 
after so many stings, redness 
never leaves my joints, I feel 
zilch. I call this your passionate 
time, as I have no intent of 
tempting the scorpion again. 
I've seen nests for you all over 
Philly, from Front Street right 
up to Baltimore, and you know 
what? You might finally get the 
death you want. A sultry night, 
desert all around, legs akimbo. 



#1529 



I'm having a better time now, 
I told her, its unfortunate that 
you were happier fifteen years 
ago, but you certainly had your 
chance, those days we sat next 
each other different places, and 
of course your best friend the 
idiot, Queen of Sheba, now here 
you are back hot to fool around, 
suddenly I call the shots, I'm a 
real hot-shot, there's a shot we 
might actually shoot each other, 
because violence is what you want- 
she unzipped her dress, frowning. 



#1121 



How I wanted her! 

Everything pointed 

me into her — 

gossamer silk 
over her belly 
black panties 
head turned 
towards me — 

I nailed her to my wall, 

I nailed her — 

she never forgave me 



#1065 



Black-shirted, 
bright eyes in 
dream-blues, 
parents dead 
of a car crash, 
I kissed her so 
long I felt as if 
I would crash, 
South Street 
loud around 
us, lips soft — 



#1313 



we can't stop trying to conceive, 
even though our bodies are dead 
to each other, and nightly deaths 
I took for granted are razors in a 
part of my flesh that 
can never live again — 
certain possessions possess us. 



#1316 



Hunters get smitten with their prey, 
but to kill is such an amazing rush 
who could possibly resist, I'm into 
these thoughts because you dazzle 
me away from words into your red 
pulpy depths, which I resent, but I 
can do nothing about, because you 
have nails in your cunt and crucifix 
in your mouth, when I come I'm a 
perfect personal Jesus, but the gash 
is all yours, did I mention I love you? 



#1342 



What's in what eyes? 
What I see in hers is 
mixed greenish silence, 
somewhat garish, it's 
past girlish (not much), 
but I can't touch her 
flesh (set to self-destruct), 
anymore than she can 
understand the book 
her cunt is, that no one 
reads directly, or speaks 
of, there's no love other 
than "could be," but I 
think of her throat cut — 
that's her slice of smut. 



#1497 



nothingness grows vast, 
nothingness tastes sweet 
only for ten seconds — of 

this, depth without depth, 
crass substitute for realms 
of total glory she effaces 

(once spilled milk cries) 
like a chalk-stain on blue 
jeans, a just-smoked joint. 



#1070 



I said, "I can't 

even remember 
the last time I 
was excited, how 
can I associate 
ideas?" 

She pulled 
out a gun, a tube 
of oil, and an air 
cushion, 

and it was 
a spontaneous 
overflow, 

powerfully 
felt, in which we 
reaped together — 
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